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was waiting, having exercised his patience for four days
awaiting this aeroplane loaded with hopes and an imponder-
able treasure of high expectations. From the aerodrome the
travellers went to a small hotel in the vicinity, where, after
eating, they engaged in a conversation which was carried on
almost entirely by General Franco, who discussed the sub-
ject which was nearest to his heart, abounding with hope,
Spain and its future. During those hours of the night and
early morning, meaningful hours for the future of Spain, he
gave every promise of desiring good government. It was
three o'clock in the morning and Franco gave no thought
to sleep.
"General," reminded Bolin, "think of the day of excite-
ment and work which awaits you."
"Well, it is too late to sleep now," was his answer,
"Then what?" continued Bolin,
"I am going to bathe," was the answer.
At four o'clock in the morning they left for the aero-
drome, and a half-hour later they were again In the air.
Sunrise found them over the Beni-Ar6s mountains, bright-
ened by blending rose-coloured and golden hues. Franco
recognized by name the roughest parts of the mountains,
the steep cliffs, and the crests. The sky was radiant. At seven
o'clock that morning Tetuan loomed in the distance, daz-
zling in the rays of the sun. Tetuan! The aerodrome was
swarming with people. The plane circled low and Franco
recognized friends. Finally they landed. The motor still
roared, and there was cheering and applause. Franco
emerged smiling. Lieutenant-Colonel Yagtie was at the side
of the plane. Legionnaires rendered homage.
At the offices of the High Commissary there gathered
the leaders and officers of the Regular Army, of the Legion,
and of the mejalas^ the men who soon were to stir Spain
with their valour, heroes who wept on hearing Franco's